IV
WINTER BLACK-OUT

nPHOUGH London is half deserted, we find
JL it more tolerable than the country. In
spite of closed offices and West End mansions
decorated with "TO LET" notices which vainly
advertise their attractions to non-existent buyers,
it is worth confronting potential danger to
know what is happening from hour to hour.

With the corner house next door unoccupied
and the three on the other side of us for sale
we feel somewhat isolated, but at last we are
freed from the wild rumours which speed like
invisible Banshees round the rural areas.

From the heart of the city right out to such
"dormitory" neighbourhoods as Hampstead and
Ealing, building contractors are now at work'
on A.R.P. shelters and sandbagged posts. Every-
where windows are decorated with long strips
of paper-strapping to prevent the splintering
effect of "blast" from bombs; wooden barricades
and piles of sandbags protect the doorways of
hotels and flats. In Knightsbridge and,other
main shopping centres associated for generations
with comfort and security, we find arrow-shaped